Ten cardinals into the Inquisition,

And whispers by Jesu so oft', that a

Pursuivant would have ravish'd him away

For saying of our Lady's psalter. But 'tis fit

That they each other plague; they merit it.

But here comes Glorius, that will plague them both,

Who in the other extreme only doth

Call a rough carelessness good fashion;

Whose cloak his spurs tear, or whom he spits on,

He cares not, he. His ill words do no harm

To him, he rushes in, as if Arm, Arm,

He meant to cry; and though his face be as ill

As theirs which in old hangings whip Christ, still

He strives to look worse; he keeps all in awe,

Jests like a licensed fool, commands like law.

Tir'd now; I leave this place, and but pleas'd so

As men from gaols to execution go;

Go through the-Great Chamber (why is it hung

With the seven deadly sins ?) being among

Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw

f
Gharing-cross, for a bar, men, that do know

No token of worth but queen's man and fine
Living, barrels of beef and flagons of wine,
I shook like a spy'd spy. Preachers! which arc
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